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CEdipe, which I shall be perhaps obliged, eventually, to change com-
pletely.
Wasn't it the Archbishop of Rouen who said: "I need three hundred
priests. , . . But I have five hundred too many?"
Through a great desire for conciliation, I wrote to M. A.29 that I ap-
proved of his criticisms with regard to L'ficole des femmes, but they
seem to me ridiculous, now that I reflect further about them, and seem
to show above all a desire to free himself from me and to set up against
my thought a thought that, for this reason, strikes him as more personal.
Twisting the famous aphorism, one must say: We are tired of grant-
ing you, in the name of our principles, a liberty that you refuse us in
the name of yours.
Such works (cite them) reek^of the comfort in which they were
written, the table, the good armchair, the fire on the hearth. How much
more deeply touched I am, on the contrary, by certain ones that reflect
their author's material straits, everything that keeps one from writing
too well!
"I must confess something ... I hardly dare tell you: I am seven-
teen and still a virgin," a girl of the best English society said, blush-
ingly, to a feminine friend of Dorothy Bussy, who repeated these
horrifying words to the latter. And Mme Bussy, who passes them on to
me, adds that that girl, who is charming and in whom her family is
particularly interested, having been accustomed to cocktails by the
young men of her group, has just been declared to be suffering from
the last degree of alcoholism, without any hope of cure.
I have just reread in a few days the two (Edipuses, Antigone, The
Seven before Thebes, and Prometheus.
Antigone and Prometheus with the greatest admiration. It seems to
me that nothing more beautiful has ever been written, in any literature..
I reread at once to Em. the last two dramas, as we used to do when we
were children.
In Marseille, while waiting for the train that was to take me to
Manosque, I seek some trick of prestidigitation by which to presstye,
in a French transposition, the accent and tempo of a line of Donne that
is obsessing me:
Rob me, but bind me not and let me go.
29 M. A. doubtless stands for Marcel Arland.